"A commission from Kharkov has come. M

"That's good," thought I. "We'll get
this matter settled right away."

Three persons were awaiting for me in
my office: Lyubov Savelyevna Dzhurinskaya;
another woman, stout and no longer young,
but with bright, steady eyes, in a dark crim-
son dress past its first freshness; and an insig-
nificant individual, betwixt blond and car-
roty, who had either no beard at all, or a very
little one. He held a brief case in one hand,
and his glasses sat very much awry, so that
he was always having to straighten them with
the other hand.

Lyubov Savelyevna forced a cordial smile,
while introducing me to her companions.

"And here's Comrade Makarenko! Let
me introduce you! Varvara Victorovna Bregel,
Sergei Vassilyevich Chaikin."

I had nothing against receiving in the
colony Varvara Victorovna, who was the
highest authority over me, but why this
Chaikin? I had heard of him as a professor
of pedagogics. Was he perhaps the manager
of some children's home?

"We've come specially to look into your
methods," said Bregel.

"I protest categorically," I said. "There's
no such thing as my method."

"What method do you use then?"

"The usual Soviet method."
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